THE UNQUIET GRAVE

MASTERPLAY

The triple decadence: Decadence of the material; of
the writer's language. The virgin snow where Shake-
speare and Montaigne used to cut their deep furrows,
is now but a slope flattened by innumerable tracks
until it is unable to receive an impression. Decadence
of the myth, for there is no longer a unifying belief
(as in Christianity or in Renaissance Man) to permit
a writer a sense of awe and of awe which he shares with
the mass of Humanity. And even the last myth of all,
the myth of the artist's vocation, of Thomme c'est rien,
Tceuvre c'est tout', is destroyed by the times, by the
third decadence, that of society. In our lifetime we have
seen the arts advance further and further into an obscure
and sterile cul-de-sac. Science has done little to help
the artist, beyond contributing radio, linotype and
the cinema; inventions which enormously extend his
scope, but which commit him more than ever to the
policy of the State and the demands of the ignorant.
Disney is the tenth-rate Shakespeare of our age, forced
by his universal audience to elaborate his new-world
sentimentality with increasing slickness. There may
arise Leonardos of the screen and microphone who
will astound us but not until the other arts have declined
into regional or luxury crafts, like book-binding,
cabinet-making, thatching or pargetting. Today an
artist must expect to write in water and to cast in sand.

Yet to live in a decadence need not make us despair;
it is but one technical problem the more which a writer
has to solve.

Even in the most socialized community, there must
always be a few who best serve it by being kept isolated.
The artist, like the mystic, naturalist, mathematician
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